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PREFACE 



^N this simple record of Marjorie Fleming's 
few bright years on earth, I haye endeay- 
ored, with the materials at my disposal, to show 
the child as accurately as possible. Since her 
first biographer, over fifty years ago, published 
"an appreciation'^ of the little Scotch lassie, she 
has been the charming theme of many other 
writers, whose sketches, illustrated by extracts 
from her journals, have been published from 
time to time. Through these yarious writings 
Pet Marjorie has come to be much loTed both 
in Britain and America. 

During her brief life of barely nine years, 
she endeared herself to many friends, includ- 
ing Sir Walter Scott, who used to say that he 
was "amazed" at her power oyer him, and that 
she was "the most extraordinary creature'' he 
had eyer known. Scott's friendship for the 
little girl, and his enjoyment of her company, 
show the great novelist in most loyable and 
attractive colors. In her sunny atmosphere, he 



Pet Marjorie 

became himself, ^^eyen as a little child/' and 
they passed many merry hours together. 

For the materials used in the composition 
of this sketch, I am indebted to G. P. Putnam's 
Sons of New York and London, publishers of 
L. MacBean's Life of Marjorie Fleming, which 
volume includes, also, the Marjorie Fleming of 
Dr. John Brown. 

For kind permission to use citations, in- 
cluding the whole of the first journal, from this 
publication, my sincere thanks are here ex- 
preflsed. 

K. W. 
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PET MARJORIE. 



"Even so this happy creature of herself 
Is all sufficient; solitude to her 
Is blithe society ; she fills the air 
With gladness and inyoluntary songs." 

Wordsworth. 



PET MARJORIE. 



ynVARjOBiE Fleming, called "Pet Marjorie," 
child author, and winsome little friend of 
Sir Walter Scott, was born in the early part of 
the nineteenth century in the quaint old town of 
Kirkcaldy, in Scotland. She was the daughter 
of James Fleming, formerly of Perthshire, and 
Isabella Bae, daughter of James Bae, a dis- 
tinguished Edinburgh surgeon; and niece of 
Mrs. Keith of Bavelston, who had married a 
cousin of Sir Walter Scott. Scott frequently 
saw the child at the home of her aunt, and be- 
came strongly attached to her. 

Marjorie showed remarkable intellectual 
ability; she read history and poetry before she 
was six years old, and wrote diaries and poems, 
which have been justly classed with the world's 
wonders. The first published reference to her 
^'remarkable personality'^ was a little sketch by 
Mr. Henry B. Famie, which appeared some fift^ 
years after the child was laid to rest in her 
small grave in Abbotshall Churchyard. This 
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was followed by Dr. John Brown's pamphlet of 
twenty pages entitled Marjorie Fleming, a 
most charming little book. Afterward, other 
writers thought the subject worthy of their 
pens, and Pet Marjorie's little life-story became 
familiar to the reading public. Perhai>s the 
most complete biography of the little maid yet 
published is that of L. MacBean, whose book 
contains not only her letters and journals in 
their entirety, but several hitherto unpublished 
portraits. Sir Leslie Stephemf writes, in the 
Dictionary of National Biography, "No more 
fascinating infantile author has ever ajh 
peared,^' which we can well believe. 

But, bright and gifted as she was, Marjorie 
was no "pale weakling," as precocious chil- 
dren too often are, but a strong, healthy, laugh- 
ing little girl, of whom her sister writes : "Until 
her last illness she was never an hour in bed." 
And the Pet herself records in her journals: 
"I am very strong and robust and not of the 
delicate sex not of the fair but of the deflcent 
in looks." 

The child may not have been beautiful, 
but if there be any truth in her portraits, she 
was certainly interesting and attractive. Mrs. 
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Jessie Patrick Findlay expressively describes 
her in these words: 

'The deep, dark eyes and bow -like month 
suggest remarkable thonghtfnlness and energy, 
albeit in repose. In all the portraits there is a 
striking spaciousness of forehead, more partic- 
ularly between the eyes, and those eyes show 
just a suspicion of hauteur in their questioning 
depths. The mouth is beyond doubt the char- 
acteristic feature in the child's face. It is at 
once sensitiye and strong, and in it there is 
plain evidence of her loving disposition, and 
also of the 'temper' which Marjorie so remorse- 
fully deplores. The whole face seems to chal- 
lenge the onlooker to read the character of its 
possessor, so full of contradiction is it, so full 
of diverse possibilities." 

Marjorie was bom January 15th, 1803, 
and the first Ave and a half years of her life 
were passed in Earkcaldy, a small manufactur- 
ing town on the northern shore of the Firth of 
Forth. She lived with her parents in a large, 
old-fashioned house in the High Street, and 
her playmates were her brother William and 
her sister Isabella, both older than herself. 
There was a fine old garden attached to the 
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house^ overrun with flowers and currant 
bushes^ and this was the children's playground. 
Sometimes they were allowed to walk in charge 
of a nurse, along the pleasant country roads, 
by the green hedgerows, as far as "the lovely 
policies of Raith," which lay about a mile from 
their home. 

Marjorie's nurse, old Jeanie Robertson, 
who had been for forty years a servant in her 
grandfather's family, was devoted to her, but 
inclined to be rather impatient with her sister 
Isabella — a pretty, gentle little girl. The 
following characteristic incident of "Maidie's'* 
early childhood is related by het younger sister, 
Elisabeth, who had the story from her mother's 
lips: 

"When only Ave years old, when walking 
in Raith Grounds, the two children had run on 
before, and old Jeanie remembered they might 
come too near a dangerous mill-lade. She called 
to them to turn back; Maidie heeded her not, 
pushed all the faster on and fell, and would 
have been lost had not her sister pulled her 
back, saving her life but tearing her clothes. 
Jeanie flew on Isabella to 'give it her' for 
spoiling her favorite's dress. Maidie rushed 
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in between, crying out *Pay (whip) Maidjie as 
much as you like, and I'll not say a word, but 
touch Isy, and I'll roar like a bull!' Years 
after Maidie was resting in her grave, my 
mother used to take me to the place, and told 
the story always in the exact words," 

In the summer of 1808, when Marjorie was 
in her sixth year, the family in Eirkcaldj re- 
ceived a visit from Mrs. Fleming's niece. Miss 
Isabella Keith of Edinburgh. This young lady 
was not only clever and entertaining, but very 
gentle and beautiful, and soon completely won 
her little cousin's heart. The child's love for 
"Isa" lasted as long as she lived, and became 
the controlling influence of her life. Miss Keith 
was also much attached to little Maidie, whose 
loving, impetuous disposition and unusual 
cleverness had favorably impressed her. The 
child's parents were persuaded to allow her to 
return with her cousin to Edinburgh, where 
better educational advantages could be secured 
for her, and where she was to be the special 
and beloved charge of her cousin Isabella. And 
right nobly did this young girl fulfill her ob- 
ligation, devoting a lar^ part of her time to 
the care of her little cousin. Pet Marjorie, 
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with appreciative aflfection, records in her 
journals: ^^Isabella teaches me two or three 
houro every day in reading, writing and areth- 
metick and many other things and religion into 

the bargain I am much indebted to her she 

is learn & witty & sensible.*' 

Soon after Marjorie came to Edinburgh, 
her cousin, observing that her handwriting was 
IK)or, gave her a journal, in which she was told 
to write down from time to time such thoughts 
as came into her *Vise little head," and to en- 
deavor to improve in x)enmanship as well. This 
was the beginning of a series of diaries, con- 
ctinuing through three years. Many a half-hour 
during that first winter in Edinburgh, and the 
succeeding months, was devoted to the carrying 
out of these instructions of her beloved "Isa," 
and the journals show very striking results. 

Marjorie was quite happy and contented 
in her aunt's home at No. 1 Charlotte Street. 
She played with the neighborhood children in 
the Square, was noticed and i)etted by her 
aunt's visitors, and while her cousins were all 
older than herself, Mrs. Keith's kindness and 
Isabella's love made the little girl feel at home. 
Much of her time was spent at Bavelston, the 
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beautiful family seat of the Keiths, near Edin- 
burgh; and she made frequent visits to Bra^ 
head, the home of her cousins' friends, the 
Craufurds, which she describes as "a sweet 
place in a charming situation beside woods and 
revelats." ^ 

Marjorie remained in Edinburgh exactly 
three years, and it was chiefly during this 
period that her wonderful journals and i>oems 
w»e composed and written. It was also at 
this time that Sir Walter Scott came into the 
child's life, and added so much to her pleasure 
and happiness. Scott was a dear friend of 
Marjorie's aunt, and a frequent and intimate 
visitor at her house, which was within a stone's 
throw of his own. No. 39 Castle Street. Being 
on such familiar and friendly terms with the 
Keith family, he saw much of the child, Mar- 
jorie, whose vivacity, intelligence, and loving 
disposition greatly attracted him. To the great 
novelist the charming little creature was "a 
perpetual joy," and he would play with her for 
hours together, the two making the house quite 
bright with their merriment and fun. Mar- 
jorie taught him many nursery rhymes, and 
when he pretended to difficulty, wondering at 
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the big man's stupidity, she would grarely re- 
buke him. Some things in Mather Ooose, Scott 
said he could not stand, and would often burst 
into roars of laughter, the child joining in, and 
both thoroughly enjoying themsdres. In graver 
mood, he would read ballads to her; or she, her 
dark ^es strangely sad, would repeat to him 
passages from Shakespeare, so feelingly as to 
bring the tears to his eyes. The following 
beautiful story from the pages of Dr. Brown's 
little book may be appropriately quoted here: 

"One November afternoon in 1810— the 
year in which Waver Ip was resumed and (tem- 
porarily) laid aside again — three men, (Scott 
Erskine and William Clerk), evidently lawyers, 
might have been seen escaping like schoolboys 
from the Parliament House, and speeding arm 
in arm down Bank Street and the Mound, in 
the teeth of a surly blast of sleet. Scott was in 
high spirits, keeping his companions and him- 
self in roars of laughter, and every now and 
then seizing them and stopping that they might 
take their full of the fun. At George Street 
they parted; one to Rose Court, behind St. An- 
drew's Church; one to Albany Street; the other 
(Scott) to Castle Street. 
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Had any one watched him closely before 
and after this parting, what a change he would 
see! The bright, broad laugh, the shrewd, jov- 
ial word, the man of the Parliament House and 
of the world; and next step, moody, the light 
of his eye withdrawn, as if sedng things that 
were invisible; his shut mouth like a child's, so 
impressionable, so innocent, so sad; he was 
now all within, as before he was all without; 
hence his brooding look. As the snow blattered 
ill' his face, he muttered-: *How it raves and 
drifts! On ding o' snaw, — ay, that's the word, 
— on-ding' — He was now at his own door, 
Castle Street, No. 39. He opened his door and 
went straight to his den. . . He sat down in his 
large green morocco elbow-chair, drew himself 
close to his table,, and glowered and gloomed at 
his writing apparatus. ... He took out his 
paper, then starting up angrily, said: ^No, it 
won't do, — 

Hy spinnin' wheel is auld and stiff. 
The rock o't wunna stand, sir. 

To keep the temper-pin in tiff 
Employs ower aft my hand, sir. 
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I'm off the fang.; I can inake nothing otWa/o- 
erly to-day ; I'll awa' to Marjorie. Oome wP me 
Maida, you thief.' The great creature rose 
slowly, and the two wcto oflf, Scott taking a 
plaid with him ... Maida gambolled and 
whisked among the Bnow, and her master strode 
across to Young Street, and through it to 
1 North Charlotte Street, to the house of his 
dear friend, Mrs. William Keith. ; . . Si-p 
Walter was in that house almost every day, and 
had a key, so in he and the hound went, shak- 
ing themselves in the lobby. ^Marjorie! Mar- 
jorie!' shouted her friend, *Where are ye, my 
bonnie wee croodlin doo?'* In a moment a 
bright eager child of seven was in his arms, 
iand he was kissing her all over. Out came Mrs, 
Keith. *Come yer ways in, Wattie!' 'No, not 
now. I ain goingf to take Marjorie wi' me, and 
you may come to your tea in Duncan Roy's 
sedan, and bring the bairn home in your lap.' 
'Tak' Marjorie, and it orirding o' snaw!" said 
Mrs. Keith- ^Hoot, ^wa! look here,' and he dis- 
played the comer of his plaid, made to hold 
lambs. 'Tak' yer lamb>? 'said she, Idughing at 
the contrivance ; and ^ the Pet was first well 
happit up, and then put, laughing silently, into 
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the plaid neuk, land the shepherd strode off 
with his ^ lamby — Maida gambolling through 
the snow and nmning races in her mirth. 

Didn't he face *the angry airt,' and make 
her bield his bosom, and into his own room 
with her, and lock the door, and out with the 
warm, rosie little wifie, who took it all with 
great comi)osure. There the two remained for 
three or four hours, making the house ring with 
their laughter; you can fancy the big man's and 
Maidie's laugh. Haying made the fire cheery, 
he set her down in his ample chair, and, stand- 
ing sheepishly before her, began to say his les- 
son, which hapx)ened to be: 'Ziccotty, diccotly, 
dock, the mouse ran up the clock, the clock 
struck wan, down the mouse ran, ziccotty, dic- 
cotty, dock!' This done repeatedly until she 
was pleased, she gave him his new lesson, 
gravely and slowly, timing it upon her small 
fingers, — ^he saying it after her: 

Wonery, twoery, tickery, seven; 
Alibi, crackaby, ten, and eleven; 
Pin, pan, musky, dan, 
Tweedle-um, tw:oddle-um 
Twenty-wan; eerie, orie, ouiie. 
You, are, out. 
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He pretended to ^eat difficulty, and she 
rebuked him with most comical gravity. He 
used to say that when he came to Alibi Crack- 
aby, he broke down, and Pin-Pan, Musky-Dan, 
Tweedle-um, Twoddle-um, made him roar with 
laughter. He said Musky -Dan especially was 
beyond endurance, bringing up an Irishman 
and his hat fresh from the Spice Islands, and 
odoriferous Ind; she getting quite bitter in her 
displeasure at his ill-behaviour and stupidness. 

Then he would read ballads to her in his 
own glorious way, the two getting wild with 
excitement over Oil Mortice or the Baron of 
Smailholm; and he would take her on his knee 
and make her repeat Constance's speeches in 
King John, till he swayed to and fro, sobbing 
his fill. Fancy the gifted little creature, like 
one possessed, repeating,— 

For I am sick and capable of fears. 
Oppressed with wrong, and therefore full 

of fears; 
A widow, husbandless, subject to fears. 

If thou that bids't me be content, wert grim, 
Ugly and slanderous to thy mother's womb. 
Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious.—^ 
24 
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Or, drawing herself up Ho the height of her 
great argument,' — 

I will instruct my sorrows to be proud, 

For grief is proud, and makes his owner stout 

Here I and sorrow sit. 

Bcott used to say that he was amazed at her 
power oyer him, saying to Mrs* Keith: ^She's 
the most extraordinary creature I ever met 
with, and her repeating of Shakespeare over- 
powers me as nothing else does.' " 

Marjorie's journals, covering a period of 
nearly three years, from her sixth to her ninth 
year, together with many other souvenirs of her 
brief life, were for many years preserved by her 
friends. Of the writings, the original man- 
uscripts have long since disappeared, but, for- 
tunately, while the papers were in the pos- 
session of Dr. Brown, he made a complete copy 
of them for which act of thoughtfulness all 
who have come to love Pet Marjorie cannot be 
too grateful. 

^^The diaries show a singular quickness, 
vivacity and humor,'' writes one of her bio- 
graphers, ''while there is not a trace of the mor- 
bid tendencies too often associated with infuit 

25 



Pet Marjorie 

prodigies.'' But We will now let the child re- 
veal herself. 

Marjorie had not been long in Edinburgh 
when she received several letters from her 
sister Isabella giving the news of home. She 
was not yet six years old, her handwriting was 
poor, and to write a letter was an undertaking; 
but her loving little heart would not allow her 
to even seem to neglect the dear ones she had 
left behind, so in due course of time, the follow- 
ing "characteristic and forceful epistle," ad- 
dressed to her sister Isabella, found its way 
across the Firth of Forth to Kirkcaldy : 

"My Dear Isa, — 

"I now sit down to answer all your kind and 
beloved letters which you was so good as to 
write me. This is the first time I ever wrote a 
letter in my life. 

"There are a great many Girls in the Square 
and they cry just like a pig when we are under 
the painfull necessity of putting it to Death. 

"Miss Potune a Lady of my acquaintance 
praises me dreadfully. I repeated something 
out of Dean Swift and she said I was fit for the 
stage, and' you may think I was primmed up 
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with inlijedtic Pride, but upon my woi^d I felt 
myself 'turn a* little birsay — ^birsay is a word 
which is a word that William composed which 
is as you may suppose a little enraged. This 
horrid fat Simpliton says that my aunt is 
beautifuU which is intirely impossible for that 
is not her nature,^' 

The second letter was written early in 1809, 
just after her sixth birthday, and is addressed 
to her mother. "Baby,'^ her little sister Eliz- 
abeth, had arrived soon after Marjorie left 
home. /^Aunt Fleming,'^ was the wife of her 
father's brother, the Eev. Dr. Fleming, who 
lived in Edinburgh, and "Mrs. Miller" must 
have been a friend of the family. "Orme Keir" 
was the son of her Aunt Elizabeth, and appears 
to have recently recovered from a serious ill- 
ness. William and James Kdth were brothers 
of her cousin Isabella. Ravelston (as before 
mentioned) was the beautiful family seat of 
the Keiths, about two miles West of Edin- 
burgh. "Isa" was away from home when this 
letter was written, and Pet Marjorie missed 
her "sadly." The letter is quite lengthy, and 
must have taken time and labor ito compose. 
She is evidently anxious to entertain and 
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amuse the dear ones at home, for, breaking off 
to go to dinner, she writes that while she is at 
the table, she will be ^^hinking of more to tell 
yon/' This is the letter: 

'Ttfy Dear Mnd,— 

"I hope yon are well : 0ve my love to Isa and 
Baby, and I will send them something. I have 
been often at Bavelstone and once at Aunt 
Fleming and Mrs. Miller. IVe been acquainted 
with many very genteel girls, and Janetta is a 
very fine one. Help is been confined another 
time. My sleeves is tucked up, and it was very 
disagreeable, my collar, and I abhorred it 
amoniable. 

^'I saw the most prettyist two tame pidgeons 
you ever saw and two very wee small kittens 
like our cat. 

'^ am very much acquainted with a young 
gentleman called! Mordecai that I am quite in 
love with, another called Captain Bell, and 
Jamie Keith, and Willie's my great tormentor. 

^A good-natured girl gave me a song book, 
and I am very happy- 

/'I'll go down and be thinking when I'm eat- 
ing my dinner more to tell you, Mud." 
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''Aant has got two of the moBt beautifuUeBt 
Turtle Doves you ever saw. They coo for ever- 
lasting and fight. The hawk ia in great spirits, 
it is a nice beast, the gentlest animal that ever 
was Been, Six canaries, two green linnets, and 
a Thrush. 

^^Isa has been away for a long time and I've 
been wearying for her Sadly. I like Isa and 
Nan very much. 

^^I play in the back green, and bring in 
worms for the thrush. 

'^I've done a pair of garters for Isabella but 
one of them is too Short I will work it larger 
and work some for Nancy too. 

^'I get very long tasks, and when I behave I 
get them short. 

^^Orme Keir is the greatest recovery ever was, 
and he's thinking about business. 

'^My aunt lets out the Birds to get the air in 
her room. 

^^The young gentleman I was speaking of 
Mordecai, he's very funny* 

^^ James Keith hardly ever Spoke to me, he 
said, Oirl! make less nois^ and, when there was 
a storm sometimes said take out away all your 
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iron, and once before lie said, Madgie, go and 
dance, which I was very proud of. 

"Mind, my dear Mud, to return this letter 
when you return Isabella's. 

"I've forgot to say, but I've four lovers, the 
other one is Harry Watson, a very delightful 
boy. 

"Help is very like a tiger when he bites his 
fleas, a fine, gentle, wise creetyur. 

"Willie was at the Moors, but he soon came 
back again, for the Moors was like a fish pond 
like Miss Whyts. 

"I've Slept with Isabella but she cannot 
Sleep wtih me. I'm so very restless. I danced 
over her legs in the morning and she cried Oh 
dear you mad Girl, Madgie, for she was sleepy. 

"The whole house plagues me about 'Oome 
haste to the wedding,' for there is no sense in 
it; they think, because it is an Merican, Eliza 
Purves taught me, they plague me about it ex- 
ceeding much. I'm affronted to say it, it is so 
awkwiird. 

"Remember your dear Madgie. 

"Amen. 

"Finis. 

"M. F. Six years old." 
30 
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"Marjorie's ^reading^ was varied. Prom her 
journals we learn that she was familiar with 
the leading poets, Shakespeare, Pope, Gray and 
others, of whom she frequently records her ap- 
preciation, though of Shakespeare she says she 
has only "a little knolege". Of Scott^s poems, 
which she read and enjoyed, her favorite 
was Helvellyn, which she committed to mem- 
ory, and refers to as *Tiill Villean a poem by 
Walter Scott & a most beautiful one it is in- 
deed." Addison's Spectator is "an instructive 
book," and she warmly praises Dean Swift's 
Works. The Newgate Calendar (!) is "very 
instructive and amusing," though it fills her 
with "horror and consternation." She liked 
Miss Edgeworth's Tales, had read The Pigeon 
of Augustus P. Von Kotzebne, a romantic Gter- 
man writer, and was not above Mother Goose's 
Pairy Tales, though to these she did not give 
much "cridit." She had outgrown them. She 
liked history, and was particularly interested 
in the life-story of Mary Queen of Scotts, which 
she tells us "Isabella explained to me, and by 
that I understand it all, or else I would not." 

The poetical language and picturesque narra- 
tion of the Bible afforded her real enjoyment, 
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and she dvlj records her impressions of Oen- 
esiSy Exodus, Esthw and Job. For Job's afflic- 
tions, particularly his '^ils/' she had the 
greatest commiseration. In the New Testam^it 
she was chiefly interested in the Apostle^ Paul, 
who had been in ^^a great many periels & dangers 
and was remarkable for his religion and piety." 
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"Her artlesa writings have been classed with 
the wonders of the world." — MacBean. 



HER JOURNALS AND POEMS. 



^H^arjorie's first journal, which contains an 
^^^ "Ephibol On My Dear Love Isabella," and 
a poetic "address" to the same, was written dur- 
ing her first winter in Edinburgh, and many 
half-hours of the child's time were occupied in 
its composition. Her thoughts upon love, mar- 
riage, books, war, sickness, "mercandile 
Afares," etc., are all duly recorded, as well as 
the "moral sentiments" which she had been 
told ought to adorn the mind of a well-trained 
little girl. 

Her first journal was begun when she was 
just six years old, and finished within six 
months. Here it is: 

"(We should) not be happy at the death of 
our fellow creatures, for they love life like us 
love your neighbour & he will love you Bounti- 
fullness and Mercifullness are always rewarded, 
Isabella has admirable patience teaching me 
musick and resignation in perfection. In my 
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Pet Marjorie 

travels I met with a handsome lad named 
Charles Balfour Esge^ and from him I (g)ot 
ofers of marage offers of marage did I say? 
nay plainly (love)d me. Goodness does not 
belong (to the wicked) but badness dishonour 
befals wickedness but not virtue, no disgrace 
befals virtue i)erciverence overcomes almost all 
difficulties no I am rong in saying almost I 
should say always as it is so perciverence is a 
virtue my Csosin says pacience is a cristain vir- 
tue, which is true : fortitude is of use in time of 
distress, & indeed it is always of use, many 
people have su(pped) in mesery & have not had 
fortitude & (courage) to suppress there. — 

"The Devil (is) curced & all his works Tis 
a fine book Newton on the profecies. 

"(I wonder if) another book of poems comes 
near the bible; The Dive! always grins at the 
right of the bibles; bibles did I say? nay at the 
word virtue I should like to learn Astronomy 
and Geography; Miss Potune is very fat she 
pretends to be very learned she says she saw a 
stone that dropt from the skies, but she is a 
good cristian. An annibabtist is a thing I am 
not a member of; I am a Pisplican just now & 
a Presbeteren at Kercaldy my native town 
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which though dirty is clein in the country; sen- 
timent is what I am not acquainted with 
though I wish it and would like to pratise it I 
wish I had a great deal of gratitude in my 
heart & in all my body. The English have 
great power over the f ranch; Ah me peradven- 
ture, at this moment some noble Colnel at this 
moment sinks to the ground without breath; — 
& in convulsive pangs dies; it is a melancoly 
consideration." (A graphic picture of a dying 
officer on the field of battle.) 

"Love I think is the fasion for every body is 
marring there is a new novel published named 
Self-control a very good maxam forsooth 
Yesterday a marrade man named Mr John Bal- 
four Esg offered to kiss me, & offered to marry 
me though the man was espused, & hl.s wife 
was present & said he must ask her permission 
but he did not, I think he was ashamed or con- 
founded before 3 gentleman Mr Jobson and 
two Mr Kings Isabella teaches me to read my 
bible & tels me to be good and say my prayers, 
and every thing nesary for a good caracter and 
a good conscience.* 

* 'Composed and written at the age of six years.' 

— (/^a Keith,) 
39 



Pet Marjorie 

"EPHIBOL* ON MY DEAR LOVE 
ISABELLA. 

"Here lies sweet Isabell in bed 
With a nightcap on her head 
Her skin is soft her face is fair 
And she has very pretty hair 
She and I in bed lies nice 
And undisturbed by rats and mice 
She is disgusted with Mr. Wurgan 
Though he plays upon the organ 
A not of ribans on her head 
Her cheak is tinged with conscious red. 
Her head it rests upon a pilly 
And she is not so very silly 
Her nails are neat, her teeth are white 
Her eyes are very very bright 
In a conspicuous town she lives 
And to the poor her money gives 
Here ends sweet Isabella's story 
And may it be much to her glory. 

All this is true and a full discription. In the 
love novels all the heroins are very desperate 
Isabella will not allow me to speak about lovers 



♦"Epigram or Epitaph— who knows whidi?"— Dr. Brown. 
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& heroins and tiss to refined for my taste a lode- 
stone is a curous thing indeed it is true Her- 
oick love doth (never) win disgrace this is my 
maxum and I will follow it forever Miss Eguards 
(Edgeworth's) tails are very good particularly 
some — that are very much adopted for youth as 
Lazy Lawrence Tarelton False Key, &c. &c. Per- 
sons of the parlement house are as I think 
caled Advocakes Mr. Cay & Mr. Craky 
(Craigie) has that honour. This has been a 
very mild winter. Mr. Banestors budget is to- 
night I hope it will be a good one. A great 
many authors have expressed themselves too 
sentimentally (Very true, Marjorie) I am 
studying what I like, musick Riches, Wealth & 
Honour are to be desired. I have seen the Wild 
Beasts & they are excelent particularly the Lion 
and hunting Tiger Elei^phant Bolt-ed and un- 
bolted a door & such like wonders but of all the 
birds I admired the Pelecan of the Wilderness. 
"My Aunts birds grow every day more 
healthy The Mercandile Afares are in a peril- 
ous situation sickness and a delicante frame I 
have not & I do not know what it is, but Ah me 
perhaps I shall have it, Orandure reagns in 
London & in Edinburgh there are a great many 
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balls and routs but none here. The childish dis- 
temi>ers are very frequent just now Tomson is 
a beautifuU author and Pope but nothing is 
like Shakespeare of which I have a little 
knolege of An unfortunate death James the 5 
had for he died of grief Macbeth is a pretty 
composition but awful one Macbeth is so bad 
and wicked, but Lady Macbeth is so hardened 
in guilt she does not mind her sins and faults No 
"The Newgate Calender is very instructive 
Amusing, & shews us the nesesity of doing good 
& not evil Sorrow is a thing that sadines the 
heart & makes one grave sad and melancoly 
which distresses his relations and friends The 
weather is very mild & serene & not like winter. 
"A sailor called here to say farewell, it must 
be dreadfull to leave his native country where 
he might get a wife or perhaps me, for I love 
him very much & with all my heart, but O I 
forgot Isabella forbid me to speak about love. 
A great many bals & routs are given this win- 
ter & the last winter too Many people think 
beuty is better than virtue. 

"One of our beauties just now, Isabella is al- 
ways reading & writing in her room & does not 
come down for long & I wish everybody would 
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follow her example & be as good as pious & vir- 
tious as she is & they would get husbands soon 
enough, love is a papithatick (pathetic?) thing 
as well as troublesome & tiresome but O Isa- 
bella for bid me to speak about it General 
Grame defeted the Franch ?the Franeh pris- 
oners have made a tumbling and my cosin says 
it is very neat I heard that they made ccii)S 
(slips?) of their blankets and bows to make 
them smart and shewy 

"My cosins are sober and well behaved and 
very gentele and meak I study writing & 
counting & deferent accomplishments James 
Macary is to be transported for murder in the 
flower of his youth O passion is a terrible thing 
for it leads people from sin to sin at last it gets 
so far as to come to greater crimes than we 
thought we could comit and it must be dread- 
ful to leave his native country and his friends 
and to be so disgraced and affronted. The 
Spectator is a very good book as well as an in- 
structive one Mr James and Mr John Davidson 
are gone to that capital town called London, 
Two of the Balfours dined here yesterday and 
Charles played on the flute with Isabella and 
they are both very handsome but John had the 
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pleasanest expression of them all but he is not 
instrumental which is a great loss indeed be- 
cause it would afford him amusement and di- 
version. 

"There are a great quantity of books silling 
off just now I am come to poor Mary Queen of 
Scots history which Isabella explains to me 
and by that I understand it all or else I would 
not Expostulations of all kinds are very friv- 
olous Isabella thinks this is nonsense so I will 
say no more about Expostulations The Birds do 
chirp the Lambs do leap and Nature is clothed 
with the garments of green yellow, and white, 
purple, and red. Many i)eople who have prop- 
erly squander it all away but to do my cousins 
credit they do not do so or behave so improperly 
indeed they are not spendthrifts or persons of 
that sort, the Good are always rewarded in this 
world & the next as well as the comfort of 
there own conscienses love righteousness and 
hate evel and vice. There is a book that is called 
the Newgate Calender that contains all the 
Murders: all the Murders did I say, nay all 
Thefts & Forgeries that ever were committed & 
fills me with horror & consternation. 

"Bredheade is a sweet place & in a charming 
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situation beside woods and revelats The 
weather is very cold & frosty & plenty of ice on 
the ground and on the watter Love your enemy 
as your friend and not as your foe this is very 
windy stormy day and looks as if it was going 
to snow or rain but this is only my opinion 
which is not always corect I am reading some 
noveletts and one called the Pidgeon is an ex- 
celent one and a charming one. I think the 
price of a pine-apple is very dear for There it 
is a whole bright goulden geinei that might 
have sustained a poor family a whole week and 
more perhaps 

^^Let them who are temted to do wrong con- 
sider what they are about and turn away filled 
with horror dread and affright There is an old 
Proverb which says a tile in time saves nine 
wich is very true indeed Fawny Rachel and 
the Cottage cook are very good excelent books 
and so are all the cheap Repository books in- 
deed Isabella is gone a tour to Melrose Abbey 
and I think she will be much pleased with it & 
I hear it is a very fine old building indeed In the 
Novellettes by Augustus Von Kot Zebue I have 
paid particular attention to one called the 
Pidgeon because it is a nice and a good story 
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The Mr Balfours are gone far far away and I 
will not so much as see or hear of them annj 
more but I will never forget them never never 

"I am overpowered with the warmness of the 
day & the warmness of the fire & it is altogether 
unsu£ferable though there is a good deal of wind 

"Exodus & Genesis are two very good books 
aa all the bible is I am sure of it indeed I like 
the old testament better than the new but the 
new is far more instructive than the old. 

"The hedges are spruting like chiks from the 
eggs when they are newly hatched or as the 
vulgar say clacked 

"I pretended to write to a lord yesterday 
named Lord Koseberry about killing crows & 
rooks that inhabit his castle or estate but we 
should excuse My Lord for his foolishness for 
aa people think I think Too for people think he 
is a little derangeed- 

"My address to Isabella on her return, 

"Dear Isabella you are a true lover of nature 
thou layest down thy;^ head like the meak moun- 
tain lamb who draws its last sob by the side 
of its dam taken from Hill Villean a i>oem by 
Walter Scott & a most beautiful one it is in- 
deed this address I composed myself and no- 
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body assisted me I am sure I get acquainted 
with boys and girls almost every day wicked- 
ness and vice makes one miserable & unhappy 
as well as a concousness of guilt on our mind 
Doctor Swifts works are very funny & amusing 
& I get some by hart Vanity is a great folly 
& sometimes leads to a great sin disimilation I 
think is worse this was a bad day but now is 
a good one Self-denial is a good thing and a 
virtue. St. Paul was remarkable for his re- 
ligion and piety he was in a great many periels 
& dangers. 

"Many people that are pretty are very vain 
and conceited men praise and admire her^ & 
some finds their heart ake because of her asks 
her to marry him and dies if she refuses him 
but is overpowered with joy if she consents to 
marry him Wallfler grows very well I think 
so at least Mereheads (Morehead's) Sermons 
are I hear much praised but I never read ser- 
mons of any kind but I read Novelettes and my 
bible for I never forget it and it it would be a 
sin to forget it or my prayers either of them the 
barracks* and we will perhaps be saccriflsed to 



*She refers to the escape of Prendi prisoners from Edin- 
burgh Castle. 
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death and the grave but soulders are in serch 
for them & i)eradventure they will be found 
I sincerely wish so 

"The Earl of Bucan says we should take care 
of our character & our health poor Virtue thou 
art what people like O virtue! Meat is very 
dear nowadays People should not be proud 
nor saucy nor vain for vanity is a sin All the 
King Jamess died mesirable deaths one of grief e, 
another murdered, but Lord Darnlys was the 
most cruel 

"Mary Queen of Scots was a prisoner in 
Lochleven Castle The Gasawary is an curious 
bird & so is the Gigantic Crane & the Pelican of 
the Wilderness whose mouth holds a bucket of 
fish and water Fighting is what ladies is not 
qualyfied for they would not make a good figure 
in battle nor in a dual Alas we females are of 
little use to our country & to our friends^ I re- 
member to have read about a lady who dressed 
herself in man's cloths to fight for her father, 
woman are not half so brave as her, but it Is 
only a story out of Mothers Oooses Fairy tales 
so I do not give it cridit, that is to say I do not 
believe the truth of it but it matters little or 

liothing Last night it was very cold but this 
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morning it is very warm it is an extraordinary 
change The history of all the Malcontents that 
ever was hanged is very amusing I have read 
some of these lamed men but they got there re- 
ward in due form 

^^Isabella this morning taught me some 
Franch words one of which is bon suar the 
interpretation is good morning. 

"I like sermons better than lectures Joy 
depends on thou O virtue Tom Jones & Greys 
Elegey in a country churchyard are both ex- 
celent and much spoke of by both sex partic- 
ularly the men Personal charms are as noth- 
ing if the hart is not good & virtuous. A person 
may be pretty & not good & dutiful to her 
parents. 

"Mary Queen of Scots confederats or friends 
was defeated, Murys and his associats & they 
thought she was safe in the castle when she ef- 
fected her escape, by a young boy named Gorge 
Duglas; 

"People who steal & murder bring eternal 
damnation in the next world upon themselves 
as well as unhappiness in his world. Adam & 
Eve dissabayed God The scarlet fefer is like 
a plague just now 

"God is the creator of us all and we should 
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serve honour and obey him Isabella has often 
iold me that if people do not check their passion 
when they are young it will grow worse and 
worse when they are old so that nobody will 
love them or obey them Isabella is grieved 
when I behave ill but when I behave well she 
kisses and caresses me and she kissed me to-day 
because I behaved well God is kind and in- 
dulgent to us which we do nlot deserve for we 
are sinful creature & do not deserve to be so 
kindly treated but god does not do so Though 
we praay in public that should not hinder us 
from private prayer If any mans wife marry 
another when her husband is yet alive every- 
body will hate her & she shall be the object of 
there deristion & there disgust The wicked are 
envious of the good & just & in there mind 
plot his distraction but the Lord does not leave 
him unpunished for if he is not punished in this 
world he will be punished in the next & a 
most terrible punishment it will be Macary is 
not yet transported it must be a dreadful thing 
transportation God Almighty Knows every 
thing that we do or say & he can Eall you in a 
moment Bishop Sandford excels Mr James in 
preaching. Lying is the high road to theft and 
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murder King John is a beautiful play & so is 
Kiehard the 3 I never saw a play acted in my 
life. Any body that does not do well are very 
miserable & unhappy & not contented." 

With this grave reflection Marjorie closes 
her first journal. The following extracts from 
her other diaries show the child exactly as she 
was — loving, impetuous, grateful, remorseful, 
repentant, and romantic ; and always interesting 
whatever her mood. 

The second journal, dated "Braehead" in 
Miss Keith's hand writing, was begun in July 
1809, and finished soon after her seventh birth- 
day. It begins as follows: 

"The day of my existence here has been de- 
lightful and enchanting. On Saturday I ex- 
I>eeted no less than three well-made Bucks, the 
names of whom is here advertised: Mr Geo 
Craky (Craigie) and Wm Keith and Jn Keith, 
the first is the finest of every one of them. Mr 
Crakey and I walked to Crakyhall hand in hand 
in Innocence and matitation sweet thinking on 
the kind love which fiows in our tender hearted 
mind which is overfiowing with majestick 
pleasure No one was ever so i>olite to me in 
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the hole State of my existence Mr Grak j you 
must know is a great Buck and pretty good- 
looking. 

^^I am at Bavelston enjoying natures fresh 
air, the birds are singing sweetly the calf doth 
frisk and play and nature shows her glorious 
face the sun shines through the trees it is de- 
lightful." "Bavelston is a fine place because I 
get balm wine and many other dainties and it 
is extremely pleasant to me by the company of 
swine geese cocks &c. and they are the delight 
of my heart." 

Marjorie confesses her sins, and desires pun- 
ishment : 

"I confess I have been very more like a little 
young divil than a human creature for when 
Isabella wet upstairs to teach me religion and 
all my other lessons I stamped with my foot 
and threw my new hat she had made on the 
ground and was sulky and was dreadfully i)as- 
sionate, but she never whiped me but said Mar- 
jorie go into another room and think what a 
great crime you are committing letting your 
temper git the better of you but she never never 
whips me so that I think I would be the better 
of it and the next time that I behave ill I think 
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she should do it for she never does it Isa- 
bella has given me praise for checking my 
temper for I was sulky even when she was 
kneeling an hole hoar teaching me to write/* 

"To-Day I have been very ungrateful and bad 
and disobedient . . . Isabella made me come 
and read my bible^ but I was in a bad humour 
and read it so carelessly and ill that she took it 
from me and her blood ran cold, but she never 
punished me, she is as gental as a lamb to me 
an ungrateful girl." 

"Yesterday I behave extremely ill in Oods 
most holy church for I would never attande my- 
self nor let Isabella attand which was a great 
crime for she often tells me that when to or 
three are geathered together God is in the midst 
of them and it was the same Divel that tempted 
Job that tempted me I am sure but he resisted 
satan though he had boils and many other mis- 
fortunes which I have escai)ed. I am now going 
to tell you about the horible and wretched 
plaege that my multiplication gives me You 
cant conceive it — ^the most Devilish thing is 8 
times 8 & 7 times 7 it is what nature itselfe 
cant endure. 

"I am very glad that satan has not given 
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me bols and many other misfortunes in the holy 
bible these words are written that the Devel 
goes about like a roaring lyon in search of his 
pray but the lord letts us escape from him but 
we sometimes do not strive with this awfull 
Spirit . • . To-day I pronounced a word which 
should never come out of a ladys lips it was 
that I called John a Impudent Bitch. I will 
tell you what I think made me in so bad a 
humour is I got 1 or 2 cups of that bad bad sina 
(senna) tea to Day" 

She meditates upon serious subjects: "As 
this is Sunday I will meditate upon Senciable 
and Keligious subjects. First I should be very 
thankful I am not a beggar .... I am thinking 
how I should Improve the many talents I have. 
I am very sorry I have threwn them away, it 
is shoking to think of it when many have not 
the instruction I have, because Isabella teaches 
me to or three hours every day in reading an 
writing and arethmetick and many other things 
and religion into the bargain. On Sunday she 
teaches me to be virtuous." 

Here is a touch of the sublime: "Yesterday 

the thunder bolts roled Mightily oer the.hils it 

was very majistick but to Day there has been no 
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thunder but I will speak about another thing 

^^Isa is teaching me to make Simecolings 
nots of interrogations peorids & commas &c . . 
It was a dreadfull thing that Haman was 
hanged on the gallows which he had prepared 
for Mordeca to hang him and his ten sons there- 
on & it was very wrong and cruel to hang his 
sons because they did not commit the crime; 
but then Jesus was not come, to teach us to he 
merdfulV^ 

"I get my poetry now out of grey & I think 
it is beautiful & Majestick (a favorite word), 
but I am sorry to say that I think it is very dif- 
ficult to get by heart but we must bear it well. 
. . . Mrs. Crakenit has a dog and I believe it 
is as beautiful as any in good old England, I 
am sure, & she had 5 pups, but they are all 
drowned but 1 . . . . I think it is shocking to 
think that the dog and cat should bear them 
& they are drowned after — I would rather 
have a man dog than a woman dog because they 
do not bear like women dogs, it is a hard case it 
is shocking." 

Pure delight: "Now, I am quite happy for I 
am going to-morrow to a delightfuU place, 
Breahead by name, belonging to Mrs. Crrfurd 
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where there is ducks cocks hens bnbblyjocks 2 
dogs 2 cats and swine which is delightful. 
... "I came here as I thought to enjoy 
natures delightful breath it is sweeter than a 
flal of rose oil but Alas my hopes are disso- 
pointedy it always spitring but then I often get 
a blink & than I am happy. 

"Every morn I awake before Isa & Oh I wish 
to be up & out with the larkies but I must take 
care of Isa who when aslipe is as beautiful as 
Viness & Jupiter in the skies." 

"I am very sorry to say that I forgot God 
that is to say I forgot to pray to day & Isabella 
told me that I should be very thankful that he 
did not forget me if he did O what would be- 
come of me if I was in danger and God not 
friends with me I must go to unquenchable Are 
& if I was tempted to sin how could I resist it 
I will never do it again no no not if I can 
help it." 

... I got a young bird & I have tamed it & 
it hops on my finger Alas I have promised it 
to Miss Bonner & the cage is here & little Dicky 

is in it it is ^^ (Your tears may fall, little 

Marjorie, for you love the bird, but you will 
keep your promise.) 
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She makes good resolutions: ^^I am going to 
turn over a new life & I am going to be a very 
good girl & be obedient to Isa Keith, here there 
is plenty of goosberys which makes my teeth 
water." ^^Isabella is far too indulgent to me & 
even the Miss Crafords say that they wonder at 
her patience with, me & it is indeed true for my 
temper is a bad one." 

Pet Marjorie becomes despondent: "My re- 
ligion is greatly falling off because I dont pray 
with so much attention when I am saying my 
prayers and my charecter is lost among the 
Breahead people I hope I will be religious 
again but as for regaining my charecter I des- 
pare for it . . . every body just now hates 
me & I deserve it for I dont behave well. 

"I will never again trust in my own power 
for I see that I cannot be good without Gtods 
assistence, I will never trust in my selfe and 
Isas health will be quite ruined by me it will 
indeed." "Remorse is the worst thing to bear 
& I am afraid that I will fall a marter to it." 

We are relieved when the cloud lifts, and the 
sun shines again for our dear little Pet: 

"This is Thursday & it was frosty but the sun 
shines in all its beauty it is very romantick in- 

57 



Pet Marjorie 

deed Isabella & Miss Isabella Oraford walks to 
Baronbugal & jump. with fllisity over wals and 
fences, — Life is indeed prasious to those who 
are good because they are hapy & good indeed. 
. . . "There is four 'You, trees & Isa caled 1 of 
them Lot & his wife.'^ 

In this first extract from her third journal 
Maidie expresses her gratitude to Isa Keith: 
"Isabella teaches me every thing I know I am 
mxLch indebted to her she is learn & witl^ & 
sensible. I can but make a poor reward for the 
servises she has done me if I can give her any 
but I doubt it repent be wise saith the teacher 
before it be to late . . . There is a dog that 
yels continualy & I pity him to the bottom of 
my heart indeed I do." "I am very strong and 
robust & not of the delicate sex 

Nor of the fair but of the deficent in looks." 
She records her appreciation of the poets: 
"Osians poems are most beautiful . . . tom- 
son's him to the seasons is most elegant & most 
beautif uU . . . the poetical works of Tomas 
Grey are most beautifuU especially one the 
death of a favorite cat who was drowned in a 
Ttib of fishes. 
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She has a frightful experience: "Some days 
ago Isabella had a terrable fit of the toothake 
and she walked with a long nightshift at dead 
of night like a gost and I thought she was one 
Sha prayed for tired Natures sweet restorer 
bamy sleep but did not gjet it a ghostly figure 
she was indeed enough to make a saint tremble it 
made me quever & sheke from top to toe but I 
soon got the better of it & next morning I quite 
forgot it Superstition is a very mean thing & 
should be dispised & shuned." 

"I went into Isabellas bed to make her smile 
like the Genius Demedicus or the statute in an- 
cient Grece but she fell asleep in my very face 
at which my anger broke forth so that I awoke 
her from a very comfortable nap all was now 
hushed up but again my anger burst forth at. 
her bidding me get up." 

Purely meditative: "I love to walk in lonely 
solitude & leave the bustel of the nosey town 
behind me & while I look on nothing but what 
strikes the eye with sights of bliss & then 1 
think myself trinsiK)rted far beyond the reach 
of the wicked sons of men where there is noth- 
ing but strife & envying pilfering & Murder 
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where neither contentment nor retirement 
dwell but there dwells drunkeness — ^^ 
'It i« true that 

"Death the righteous love to see 
But from it doth the wicked flee. 

"I am sure they fly as fast as their legs can 
carry them." 

Here is her song of summer : 

"Of summer I am very fond 
And love to bathe into a pond 
The look of sunshine dies away 
And will not let me out to play 
I love the morning sun to see 
That makes from the house to flee 
I love the morning sun to spy 
Glittring through the casements eye 
The rays of light are very sweet 
And puts away our taste of meat 

"My lover Isa walks with me 
And then we sing a pretty glee 
My lover I am sure shes not 
But we are content with our lot 
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Often I have heard people say 
In the right path I love to stray 
But wickedness I cannot bear 
To walk with it I will not dare*^ 

(if. F.) 

^^In the morning the first thing I see is 
most beautiful trees spreading their luxurant 
branches between the Horison & me ... I 
love to see the morning sun that rise so long be- 
fore the moon the moon that casts her silver light 
when the Horison sinks beneath the clouds and 
scateres its light on the surface of the earth 
Here at Breahead I enjoy rurel filisity to per- 
fection, content^ retirement, rurel friendship, 
books, all these dwell here." 
Here is a poem : 

TO PAIR PHILLIP. 

"Our hills & dales fair Phillip strayes 
And he doth walk through all the ways 
He and myselfe are lovers true 
We can feel pangs as well as you 
Those that feel pangs are not so few 
We walked upon the distant hills 
And often goes into the mills 
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Very soft & white his cheeks 
His hair is fair & grey his breaks 
His teath is like the daisy fair 
The only fault is on his hair 
I am beginning to be jealous 
And feel a small degree of malice 
That kindles in my bosom fair 
And fills my heart with great despair 
Ah man you said you once loved me 
But from your promises you flee" 

(M. F.) 

DEDICATED TO MRS. CRAWPURD BY 
THE AUTHOR-rM. P. 

"Three turkeys fair their last have breathed 
And now this world for ever leaved 
Their father & their mother too 
Will sigh and weep as well as you 
Mourning for their osprings fair 
Whom they did nurse with tender care 
Indeed the rats their bones have cranched 
To eternity they are launched 
There graceful form and pretty eyes 
Their fellow fows did not despise 
A direful death indeed they had 
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As wad put any parent mad, 
But she was more than usual calm 
She did not give a single dam 
She is as gentel as a lamb 
Here ends this melancholy lay 
Farewell Poor Turkeys I must say" 

Marjorie enjoys Nature: "Here I pas my life 
in rurel filicity festivity & pleasure I saunter 
about the woods and forests Breahead is far 
far sweetre than Edinburgh or any other place 
Every thing is beautiful some colour is red 
others green & white &c. &c. but the trees and 
hedges are the most beautiful for they are of 
the most pretty green I ever beheld in all my 
life." "Of sauntering about the doors I am 
very fond especially when it is a fine & sunny 
day. I am very fond of spring Summer & 
Autum but} I am not so fond of winter for then 
it is cold and dreary." 

It was about, this time in Pet Marjorie^s life 
that she was thrown into the company of Sir 
Walter Scott, who was, as before mentioned, a 
dear friend, and frequent visitor at the home of 
her aunt. Scott was devoted to the child, and 
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spent many of his leisure hours in her sweet, 
bright company. 

Illustrative of his power of love and sym- 
pathy. Dr. Brown gives this beautiful picture 
of Sir Walter as he receives his little Queen in 
his own house, and calls his friends from the 
supper table to welcome her: 

"The year before she died, when in Edin- 
burgh, she was at a Twelfth Night Supper at 
Scott's in Castle Street. The company had all 
come, — all but Marjorie. Scott's familiars, 
whom we all know, were there, — ^all were come 
but Marjorie; and all were dull because Scott 
was dull. Where's that bairn? what can have 
come over her? I'll go myself and see' And 
he was getting up and would have gone, when 
the bell rang and in came Duncan Boy and his 
henchman Dougal, with the sedan-chair, which 
was brought right into the lobby, and its top 
raised. And there, in its darkness and dingy 
old cloth, sat Maidie in white, her dark eyes 
gleaming, and Scott bending over her in ec- 
Ittasy, — *hung over her enamored.' ^Sit ye there, 
iny dautie, till they all see you ;' and forthwith 
li^ brought them all. You can fancy the scene. 
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And he lifted her up and marched to his seat 
with her on his stout shoulder, and set her 
down beside him; and then began the night, 
and such a night! Those who knew Scott best 
said that night was never equalled; Maidie and 
he were the stars; and she gave them Oon- 
tance's speeches and Helvellyn, the ballad then 
much in vogue, and all her repertoire, — Scott 
showing her off, and being ofttimes rebuked by 
her for his intentional blunders." 

Maid^e's mster writes: Sir Walter was no 
relation of Marjorie's, but of the Keith^s, 
through the Swintons; and like Marjorie, he 
stayed much at Ravelstone (the beautiful) in 
his early days, with his grand-aunt, Mrs. Keith. 
I had a copy of Miss Edgeworth's Rosamond, 
and Harry and Lucy, for long which was *a 
gift to Marjorie from Walter Scott.' I regret 
to say these little volumes have disappeared.'^ 

What may be considered as Marjorie's master- 
piece is a long poem on Mary Queen of Scots, 
of which MacBean writes: "The title of *poem' 
is not too dignified to apply to Marjorie's pro- 
duction for it shows considerable power of de- 
sign, and sustains the interest of the reader 
throughout its two hundred lines." 
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Here are passages from her poem on Qneen 
Mary: 

<Tare well dear f ranee she cried at last 
While a desparing look she east 
The nobels came to meet there Qneen 
Whom they before had never seen 
They never saw a face so fair 
For there is no sneh beauties there 

She fled to England for protection 
For Elisabeth was her connection 
Elisbeth was qnite cross and sour 
She wished poor Mary in her power 
Elisbeth said she would her keep 
And in her kingdom she might sleep 
But to a prison she was sent 
Elisbeths hart did not relent 
Full nineteen years & mayhap more 
Her legs became quite stiff & sore 
At last she heard she was to die 
And that her soul would mount the sky 
She wfm quite overjoyed at this 
ahe thought it was her greatest bliss 

Queen Mary was much loved by all 
Both by the great & by the small 
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But hark her soul to heaven did rise 
And I do think she gained a prise 
For I do think she would not go 
Into the awfuU place below 
There is a thing that I must tell 
Elisbeth went to Are and hell 
Him who will teach her to be cevel 
It must be her great friend the divel." 

From the long and arduous task of compos- 
ing and writing out this poem it must have 
been a relief to the little girl to turn to some- 
thing in lighter vein. She wrote her next 
poem on a monkey, which seems to have been one 
of the household pets. Here it is: 

SONNET TO A MONKEY. 

"O lovely O must charming pug 
Thy graceful air and heavenly mug 
The beauties of his mind do shine 
And every bit is shai)ed so fine 
Your very tail is most devine 
Your teeth is whiter than the snow 
You are a great buck & a bow 
Your eyes are of so fine a shape 
More like a Ohristains than an ape 
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His cheeks is like the roses blume 
Tour hair is like the ravens plume 
His noses east is of the roman 
He is a very pretty woman 
I could not get a rhyme for roman 
And was obliged to call it woman" 

In writing of the ^^Second James" she repeats 
this rhyming joke: 

**He was killed by a cannon splinter, 
Quite in the middle of the winter; 
Perhaps it was not at that time, 
But I can get no other rhyme!" 
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(From the title page ofFarnie''s ^^Pet Marjorie^^'' by permission oj 
G. P. Putnam's Sons). 



THE GATES AJAR. 



'^Our beautiful bird of light has fled: 
Awhile she sat with folded wings — 
Sang round us a few hoverings — 
Then straitway into glory sped." 

Gerald Massey. 



THE GATES AJAR. 



^ifiEFOBE she completed her last journal Mar- 
jorie had returned to her home in Kirkcaldy, 
from which she has been absent for three years. 
The child was naturally overjoyed to be with 
her family again, but her happiness was ^^sadly 
tempered with grief at the separation from Isa 
Keith and her other friends. The following 
lines were inspired by thoughts of Isa: 

"I am now in my native land 
And see my dear friends all at hand 
There is a thing that I do want 
With you these beauteous walks to haunt 
We would be happy if you would 
Try to come over if you could. 
Then I would quite happy be 
Now and for all eternity 
Isa is so very kind 
A better girl I could not find 
My mother Is so very sweet _ 

And checks my appetite to eat 
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My father shews ns what to do 

But I am snre that I want you 

I would be happy you to see 

For I am suire that I love thee. 

You are the darling of my heart 

With you I cannot bear to part 

The water falls we go to see 

I am as happy as can be 

In i>astures sweet we go & stray 

I could walb^ there quite well all day 

At night my head on turf could lay 

There quite well could I sleep all night 

The moon would give its trancient light 

I have no more of poetry 

O Isa do remember me 

And try to love your 

'Ttfarjory 

Kirkaldy, 26th July 1811" 

Miss Keith had promised to visit her rela- 
tions in Kirkcaldy and share again in the walks 
and pleasures of her little Pet^ but weeks 
passed and she did not come. Maidie, sorely 
disappointed, writes to her ^Tittle Mother^' as 
follows: 
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^^My Dear Little Mama, 

"I was truly happy to hear that you are all 
well. My mother bid me tell you that you are 
delaying your visit to long for you will not get 
out which will be a hard restraint to you. We 
are surrounded with measles at present on ev- 
ery side for the Herons got it and Isabella 
Heron was near deaths door and one night her 
father lifted her out of bed And she fell down 
as they thought lifeless Mr Heron said that 
lassie is dead now she said I'm no dead yet she 
then threw up a big worm nine inches and a half 
long. My mother regrets she cannot write to 
you at present as her eyes are very sore. I have 
begun dancing but am not very fond of it for 
the boys strikes and mocks me. I will write 
to you as often as I can but I shall not be able 
to write you every week. I long for you to fold 
you in my arms I respect you with respect due 
to a mother You dont know how I love you so 
I shall remain your loving child 

"M Fleming 
Kirkaldy Septr 1st 1811" 

Here is a letter to Isa Keith dated "Kircaldy 
12 Octr 1811": 
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"My Dear Mother, 

"You will think that I entirely forget you 
but I assure you that you are greatly mistaken. 
I think of you allways and often sigh to think 
of the distance between us two loving creatures 
of nature. We have regular hours for all our 
occupations first at 7 o'clock we go to the danc- 
ing and come home at 8 we then read our bible 
and get our repeating then we play till 10 then 
we get our musick till 11 when we get our writ- 
ing an accounts we sew fromf 12 to 1 & play till 
dinner after which I get my gramer and then 
work till five at 7 we come & knit till 8 when 
we dont go to the dancing this is an exact des- 
cription of our employments You have disap- 
pointed us all very much especially me in not 
coming over every coach I heard I ran to the 
window but I was always disapointed I must 
take a hasty farewell to her whom I love rev- 
erence and doat on and whom I hope thinks the 
same of 

"Marjory Fleming 

"P. S. — ^An old pack of cards would be very 
exceptible." 

A letter from Isa Keith to her little cousin is 
addressed to: 
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"Miss Muflf Maidie Marjory Fleming, fav- 
oured by Bare Rear Admiral Fleming." 

She writes : "I long much to see you, and talk 
over Sill our old stories together, and to hear 
you read and repeat. I am pining for my old 
friend, Cesario, and poor Lear, and wicked 
Richard How is the dear Multiplication table 
going on? Are you still as much attached 
9 times 9 as you used to be?" 

The following little note was sent by Mar- 
jorie to Miss Keith by her brother William, 
who was about to visit his cousin : 

"My Dear Isa, — 

"I wish I was William that I might see you I 
have a musick book for the violoncello and 
harpsichord and a sermon book which I would 
have sent to you if — ^my mother said to ask you 
first if you would take it. 

"Tell the Miss Crawfurds that I always re- 
member them tell the eldest that I keep the box 
as a Memento Mori Adieu Dear Isa. 

"P. S.— Write the first and last verse of hill- 
valen again adieu." 
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Marjorie returned to Kirkcaldy, in July, 
1811, and in November following she contracted 
the measles, and was very ill for several weeks. 
On Sunday, December 15th, she appeared to be 
so much better that she was allowed to be up, 
and was carried into the parlor. 

Her sister wrote : "My mother was struck by 
the patient quietness manifested by Marjorie 
during this illness, unlike her ardent, impulsive 
nature; but love and poetic feeling were un- 
quenched. When Dr. Johnstone rewarded her 
submissiveness with a sixpence, the request 
speedily followed that she might get out ere 
New Year's day came. When asked why she 
was so desirous of getting out, she immediately 
rejoined: ^Oh, I am so anxious to buy some- 
thing with my sixpence for my dear Isa Keith.' 
Agjain, when lying very still, her mother asked 
her if there was anything she wished: ^Oh, 
yes. If you would just leave the room door 
open a wee bit, and play The Land o' the Leal, 
and I will lie and think, and enjoy myself.' 

"Well, the happy day came, alike to parents 
and child, when Marjorie was allowed to come 
forth from the nursery to the parlor. It was 
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Sabbath evening, and after tea. My father, 
who idolised this child, and never afterward in 
my hearing mentioned her name, took her in his 
arms; and while walking her up and down the 
room, she said : Tather, I will repeat something 
to you; what would you like?" He said, ^Just 
choose for yourself, Maidie.' She hesitated for 
a moment between the paraphrase ^Pew are thy 
days, and full of woe,' and the lines of Bums, 
Why am I loth to leave this earthly scene?' but 
decided on the latter, a remarkable choice 
for a child. 

"The repeating these lines seemed to stir up 
the depths of feeling in her soul. She asked to 
be allowed to write a poem; there was doubt 
whether it would be right to allow her, in case 
of hurting her eyes. She pleaded earnestly, 
*Just this once;' the point was yielded, her slate 
was given her, and with great rapidity she wrote 
an address of fourteen lines": — 

"to heb loved cousin on the author's 

RECOVERY. 

"Oh! Isa pain did visit me 
I was at the last extremity 
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How often did I think of you 
I wished your graceful form to view 
To clasp you in my weak embrace 
Indeed I thought I^d run my race 
Good care I'm sure was of me taken 
But still indeed I was much shaken 
At last I daily strength did gain 
And oh! at last away went pain 
At length the doctor thought I might 
Stay in the parlor all the night 
I now continue so to do 
Farewell to Nancy and to you 

Wrote by M. F." 

This was Maidie's last work on earth. She 
seemed no worse when she went to bed, but 
about midnight she awoke, crying pitifully: 
"My head, my head!'' She lingered almost un- 
conscious for three days, and early on Thursday 
morning, faintly murmuring, "Mother, mother,'* 
she passed away. 

Mrs. Fleming, heart-broken, wrote to Miss 
Keith soon after the child's death : "To tell you 
what your Maidie said of you would fill vol- 
umes; for you was the constant theme of her 
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discourse, the subject of her thoughts, and ruler 
of her actions. 

"The last time she mentioned you was a few 
hours before all sense save that of suffering was 
suspended, when she said to Dr. Johnstone, 'If 
you will let me out at New Year, I will be quite 
contented-' I asked her what made her so anx- 
ious to get out then? *I want to purchase a 
New Year's gift for Isa Keith with the sixpence 
you gave me for being patient in the measles; 
and I would like to choose it myself.' 

'^I do not remember her speaking afterwards, 
except to complain of her head, till just before 
she expired, when she articulated, *0 Mother! 
Mother!' " 

The sorrowing mother also wrote: 

"Never did I behold so beautiful an object. 
It resembled the finest waxwork. There was in 
the countenance an expression of sweetness and 
serenity which seemed to indicate that the pure 
spirit had anticipated the joys of heaven ere it 
quitted the mortal frame." 

It was just s» well perhaps that Heaven 
opened for this bright) 'Morning Glory' child 
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almost before the san of her little life had 
fairly risen; for to one of her ardent, impulsive 
temperament and deeply loving nature, ^^the 
world yields no adequate satisfaction!." It is 
only in the Love of our Divine Lord that hearts 
like hers find perfect peace and rest. 

And Sir Walter Scott! We have no record 
of how he bore the blow, but we can picture the 
great man's grief when he was told that his dar- 
ling Maidie was no more. We can imagine that 
noble head bowed in silent sorrow when he 
realized the sad certainity that his '^nnie wee 
croodlin' doo' had spread her tiny wings and 
flown far, far away!'* 

Upon a small marble cross, which marks a 
little grave in old Abbotshall Churchyard, "be- 
side the wooded policies of Baith," is this in- 
scription : 

Pbt Mabjobie 

Mabjobie Fleming. 

BoBN 1803. Died 1811. 

And, standing in imagination beside this tiny 
mound, we seem so recently to have known and 
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loyed her, so real and so personal a sorrow does 
her death seem to us, that we can scarcely real- 
ize that nearly a hundred years have passed 
since sweet Marjorie Fleming was laid to rest. 
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